railway official. They were continually stopping, and
every time the same cap bobbed along the train. On the
window panes the raindrops flowed into one another in
a chaotic, ridiculous way. A simile floated through
Ambrosius* mind, but he could not pin it down. A map
of Baden and Wiirtemburg, a black muddle, no sense in
it. Regulations. Prohibitions. It is dangerous to lean
out of the windows. Do not spit. Do not open. Penalty
for improper use of the communication cord. . . .
Ambrosius, still waging his battle with the invisible,
rebelled. He flung open the window, leant well out,
unbolted the door. It would have wanted very little
to make him pull the communication cord, out of
sheer opposition, just so that something should happen
on that endless journey. Once during the war he
had been transported from the western front to the
Carpathians and even that journey had not seemed so.
long. And to make matters worse, he had not got his
watch y he had left it lying on the table in his room at
home. Nevertheless, even this dawdling train did eventu-
ally arrive at Frankfurt, and perhaps the leisurely course
of his journey may have calmed and quietened Professor
Ambrosius. For the fact remains that Ambrosius'
further actions were not entirely devoid of reason or
common sense.
He went to a telephone call-box, looked up Bank
Director Dr. Kolding—he ground his teeth as he did so
and breathed in kboured choking gasps—rang up and,
ia a rough, hoarse voice asked his questions.
** Doctor Kolding at home ? "
" No, I'm sorry he isn't," replied the thin voice of
a servant-girl over the wire.
"When will he be back ?"
" I'm afraid I don't know."
** Is he in Frankfurt, or has he gone away ? **
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